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Author's Notes: 
So this is my first story, hope you like it. Ill be writing more if you like this one. Please leave feedback :) 


Plenty of liquor bottles were scattered around the room. Mainly Jack and Smirnoff. Fuck, I've even seen a 
Malibu, who the hell drinks that? A Pink Floyd record was playing, | heard the first lines of Have a Cigar. | 
didn't even know we had that record, but it fit the atmosphere as if it was meant to be played that day, at 
that moment. The scene was almost surreal, Axl's cigarette and my crack were layering the room with smoke. 
It all felt so heavy, so smooth in a way. The way he swung his head back before he let the smoke escape his 
lips, his half lidded hazy eyes.. The coffee table was a drug fest, needles and lines of coke just waiting to be 
devouredWe had just got signed to a label and we had 15,000$, which was naturally spent on dope, cause we 
barely ate. Except Axl, sweet Axl with his cigarettes and beer, avoiding any hard liquor. He excused himself for 
being the lead singer and having to save his voice, but | knew he just couldn't handle alcohol. And | also knew 


how he couldn't act the tough country boy he never was when drunk. 


Now that all the boys were out to party, and | was kicked out of the bar for hitting on the manager's 


girlfriend, | was at our place. And lucky me so was Axl, writing songs and smoking all by himself. It started off 


with drinking beer and chatting, then | passed him the Whiskey and he downed it in the spur of the moment. | 
didn't ask him why, | wanted him drunk. | wanted to peel off his manly behaviour, because | knew | could, and 
only | could have him that way. | knew how he craved my touch, and | knew how he turned into a kitten in my 


arms. 


Axl was sprawled on the couch shirtless. | watched his delicate shoulders, and his tangled hair framing his 
face.. he was mouthing the lyrics to the song. He caught me staring, and was flattered by it 

"What'ya want?" he grinned, knowing exactly what | wanted, 

"C'mere" | patted the couch. He took a drag on the cigarette, his eyes darkened. The game was on. "I'm too 
comfortable." which meant "Chase me" 

| got on my feet and reached him in two big steps. | took him in my arms and sat him on my lap. He threw 
one leg over and straddled me, the bastard always had to take control. | kissed his shoulder blades, he 
shivered. 

| slightly bit his neck, he raised his chin and moaned. | loved how sensitive his skin was. | gave him sloppy kisses 
all over, sucked and bit. He dug his fingers deeper into my hair, his moans got higher each time | found his 
sweet spots. | pulled him closer to me, wrapping my arms around his waist. | laid him down and stared at him, 
at his parted lips, at the dozens of dark hickeys | gave him, at his legs and his chest, raising with every 
breath he took. His darkened green eyes had a stare thay was almost submissive. 

"Take me" 

And those two words meant a simple demand by him, but to me it was a challenge. | | had to be in his veins. 


The needles caught my eye and | couldn't help but imagine the things | could make this pretty angel feel. 


